ImantaP7-8-9 by et al
It was decided that farming on a small scale was not economic, and by the time I started high 
school the family had moved to Edmonton and bought a house. My father worked at the Royal 
Alex Hospital as a greenhouse and grounds caretaker. The farm had become a weekend retreat, 
and the operation had been leased to the younger Peterson generation. My parents were active 
in the local Latvian community and attended Grace Lutheran Church. While my participation in 
the Latvian community was marginal, I did occasionally attend the Church and became 
confirmed.
             
     Confirmation September, 1956
  Ollie and myself, the Antons, and 
          cousin Dave Peterson
          Rev. Berzins presiding
                                                                                    My brother George joined the RCAF, then had
                                                                              a career in civilian aviation. He married Della,
                                                                              and they had three children, Ron, Debbie and 
                                                                                     Linda.
                                                                                            
                                                                              Ollie married Beth, he had a career with the
                                                                              Edmonton City Police. Their children are  
                                                                              Donna, Connie and Glen.
                                                                                     I married Marie and went into the insurance 
                                                                               and financial services business. Our children 
                                                                               are Bradley and Suzanne. 
My parents have sixteen direct direct descendants scattered about the West. None of them seem 
to show more than a passing interest in the Latvian portion of their mixed heritage. However, I 
know that the time will come when they will want to know this story. I suspect that my mother 
was a bit disappointed that none of her sons married a Latvian girl. I believe that in Latvian 
society it is the women who are the keepers and nurturers of the culture and language. So, little 
wonder that these descendents are mono cultural Canadians. But that's all right, I know my 
parents were proud of, and loved them all regardless. I am so thankful they made the decision 
to flee that fateful day in 1944. That decision gave us all the opportunity to live in freedom.
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       George & Ollie the Policeman - 1978
My father never did see his homeland again, but my mother did visit after he died. To visit 
Russian occupied Latvia 1976 one needed a special visa. The government then assigned a 
particular hotel, and a personal “tourist guide” who was actually a minder. The minders job was 
to control what you saw, observe who you visited, and what was said. Mother's parents had 
died years before, but she did see her sisters and cousins. Her old farm was totally run down 
and occupied by a number of families. 
By contrast, Ollie went there 
in 1991 as part of a Canadian 
program to help train police 
officers in a newly freed 
Latvia. After Ollie returned
my mother applied to regain 
title to her Latvian farm. 
Under occupation, the land 
was deemed to belong to the 
state and the former owner's 
property rights were 
extinguished. But, despite our 
best efforts all we could get 
was a modest amount of 
compensation.
In 1994 Marie and I visited Latvia. The country had just begun to recover after fifty years of 
neglect. It was wonderful to connect with my cousins, and they were very gracious hosts. But 
Riga looked colorless and many buildings were in disrepair. The 
people in general seemed withdrawn.
  
My subsequent visit in 2008 was like day and night. Riga was 
colorful and vibrant. The people were fashionably dressed and 
outgoing. It is now a great tourist location. I spent many days 
walking the streets of Old Town. Although English is well 
understood by the younger generation, I am thankful for the  bit of 
Latvian I could still speak. I had many interesting conversations and 
could connect on another level.  
  In retrospect, perhaps I should have encouraged my kids to study the 
Latvian language by attending some special Saturday
 language classes that were available. That would enable them to 
share some of my experience.
Touring Riga with cousin Elita Petersone - 1994
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 Ollie surveying the old family property after fifty years of neglect
 
                
                 
         Andy Auzin – would-be farmer     
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                           A recent birthday celebration at the family farm
   The farmhouse has been 
renovated and perfect for 
gatherings
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